1 bs 
— vadbanpallhtheschumnttimatenmet rent OME ce. ne. ’ . 
iS 2h fr (eee 


nee eiars eummeet 


TaN 


, amend 


een ecm Aone genet 


co i “~ wy 
r 
| 
pot — 
Be 
ui 


pre wee 
went —— 
as 5. 


a 


ue 


9 perce 
od 
Og eee neat, Lp ner say 
owe pee al pent pee 
ee ee 


— ae 
anew 10 Reem et 

; 

i= 


pete ie 
pooeaet: | natal 
a 


| cteeneteen Ti atten sieentientn TE amie 
ena. 


A oe 
Oy pend tp ceed 
el | ned | om’ 


= 


—— 


ed 


poo 





4 
* 
+ 2 a od 7 
— - * cre ye 
+ mS 
% e." 
~ Wik 
: Aamo d 
ody” aa 
9% ; a a Se ee, 
ad os © " re eee % ae * E a. 
Ri EO OGIO IN AAI LAEGER LOAN LE DLS. LCI AM OH we ian 
o 4 —_— ‘ 
F a a 
a ~ 
. 98 
- 





eater er me 


a Ceniews 


7 ceeeeeee Ginn Teme 
te | 


i eu, 


——_==_= 


HDITED BY G. A, GAMAGE. 


: 
Ce 


CONTENTS. 


The Wreath Stanzas by an India Officer The Grave, by Lord 
Gower Bunker Hill Odes———Time’s Cold Hand Death of the First 
Born Mareo Bozzaris——A Contrasted Picture——Lines by ‘ Jessey” 

Human Life——Evening Summer Midnight Stanzas Fidel- 
ity Address to the Evening Star, by Richard Nesbit Answer to R. 
Nesbit Response to the Grave of the Year” Wild .Flewers——To 
the Spirit of Poesy Stanzas by R. Wilde——Answer by a Lady Re- 
trospect eae ofa Spanish Peasant Souls of the Just Water-Dro: 
——To Dafiadillee-——-Mummy of the Cavern———Evening Star, ware ste) 
——On an Ivy Leaf—Tide of Time——The Lyre I T 
ses———On a Tear——Lines for an Album-———Stanzas——Ballad by oy Hen. 

_ry Neale. 


SERENE I 
ras Ey Pom 
et ei 

‘ $a04% 


; emma | 


eee eo 


a 
| 
i 


* 
“ 


poe |e 


woe 
ee ee 


, conve | seme mar 





AUBURN, N. ¥. 
PUBLISHED MONTHLY BY T. M. SEINVER. 
e oe 
. JUL Y—1825. 


Imm, pment ae 


i ae 


ae eee 

wef pew soe ; 

ee tame ol 
~e 

shee 4 


1 
Sioa 


wan 











































Se oe eee 


x Ci ae . 


yor 


SS) ae 
= 


; 





alt Ha y 
a ee 


PERS oa 
—s 





weak 3 
ee | 
i 
4) 
i 





















Your gallant fathers bled, 
Aud your shore 
Never more 
Shall bear the hostile tread ; 
hen treasure till life’s lates: hous 
The mem’ry of the dead, 


Theyknew the hour of slavery 
rings ages of despair, 
And they cast away the servile cham 
hor willing slaves to bear: 
‘Loo pro id were the yto bend the knee 
Till life’s last pow'r was fled : 
‘Then they gave 
‘To the grave 
The young and hoary head ; 
Phen treasure till life’s latest hour 
The mem’ry of the dead, 


Why do your thunders slumber 
Above the clear blue flood, 
And commerce trace her silver paths 
W here once the waves were blood : 
When world meets world on ocean fields 
The words of peace are said, 
Aud they ride 
On the tide 
With friendly banners spread ; 
‘Treasure for this till life’s last hour 
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Through all departing years : 
And now the star of glory burna, 
Where once thove tears were shed : 
Let us raise 
Songs Of prawe 
In mem’ry of the dead, 
And treasure tll life’s latest hour 
‘The mem'ry of the dead. W 


HY THE REV. JOHN PIERPONY. 
Tune—* Scots wha hae,” &« 
Spread your banner to the sky! 
Let the red cross dance on high ! 
Charge! their wnfledg’d bird will fly 
When our trumpets blow. 
When they hear our Lion roar, 
From the ships and from the shore, 
Then, my lads, ye "ll see no more 
Of yout rebel toe ! 


Stand! the ground’s your own, my braves! 
Will ve give it up to slaves: 
Will ye look for greener graves 
Hope ye merey stall: 
What ’s the mercy despots feel 
Hear itin that battle peal! 
Kiead it on yon bristling steel ! 
Ask it—ye who will. 





The mem’ry of the dead. 


Your fields are bright with verdure, 
Your vallies calin aud still, 
And midnight beal-fires blaze no more 
On ev'ry watch-tow’r hill. | waves, 
Then raise their praise till rocks and 
‘Till ev’ry mountian’s head 
Replies 
‘jo the skies 
We owe this to the dead ; 
And treasure till life’s latest hou: 
‘The mein’ry of the dead. 











Oh! that those sons of Glory 
Krom ev'ry grave would start 
l'o welcome now the Natiou’s Friend, 
jhe dear to ev'ry heart. 
The Pilgrim to their satnted tomb 
By high devotion led, 
To de lare 
And to share | 
The honors of the dead ; 
}Te’ll treasure till his life’s last hour 
he mem’ry of the dead. 


How heavily roll’d on them 
The well-remember’d honr 
When England rais’d her giant arm 
Above their infant power ; 
One word shot quick from heari to heart 
* The conqu’rors or the dead.” 
Hand to hand 
Bagland’s band 
For once reel’d back in dread ; 
l'reasure for this ull life’s last hour 
The mem’ry of the dead. 





The day went down that ev’ning 
in glory and in tears ; 
But lasting honor crowns then 


Fear ye foes whe kill for hire? 
Will ye to your homes vetire : 
Look behind you! they’re on fire! 
And, before you, see, 
Who have done it !—From the vale 
On they come !—and will ye quail ° 
Leaden rain and iron hail, 
Let their welcome be. 


In the God of battles trust! 
Die we may—and die we must :-— 
But, O, where can dust to dust 
Be consign’d so well, 
As where heay’n its dews shall shed 
On the martyr’d patriot’s bed, 
And the rocks shall raise their head, 
Of his deeds to tell. 


FROM THE CHARLESTON COURIER. 


Time's Cold Wan. 


licre are juurels to twine round the warrior’: 
brow, {them ; 

With the soft hand of beauty to wreath 
Hiere are songs for the ear of the warrior now, 
With the bright lip of beauty to breathe them. 
But tears on those songs and those laureis must 
fall ; [them all. 
‘Time’s cold hand willtouch them and wither 


Here are diamonds to sparkle in beauty’s black 
eye, 
Yet fade in the lustre before them; [lie, 
Here are flow’rs in her dark flowing ringlets to 
And shed all their fragrancy o’er them. 
Yet tears on these flow’rs and those diamonds 
must fall ; {er them all. 
Time’s cold hand wiil touch them and with- 


ions to shine iu the eye of the 




















































THE GA 


1G 


“A 





That ; 


oD r ae tiv 


Mere are hopes that will beam with th len 
der ot truth, 
But seon will that splen lor be shacled ; 
For tears on those hopes and those vieions must 


} 
ali 


scold hand willtouch them an 


them all 


7 . . | 
lime i withes 


ol 


hlere are perfumes to steal on th : 
wealth, 
And wrap them in heav'nly slumber 


Here 


‘sa harp whose soft notes will flow | J 
in stealth, 
And call up sweet dreams with its numbe: 


‘ 


‘ 


] 


Yet tears on that harp an l those periumes m 
full; jer them all. 
‘Time’s cold hand will touch them aad with- 


dfere is Fancy, the poet, to crown with its beys, 
And trom heav’n fire etherial to borrow ; 
iiere w Feeling with mildness to hallow his 
Jay 9 
And steal a few pangs from pale sorrow ; 
But tears upon feeling and fancy must fall; | 
Time’s cold hand will touch them and with- 
er them all. JUAN. 


In our first number we meserted an article, enti 
ted * To William ;” fol 
lowing beautiful stanais, a strong resemblance 
both in style and manner will be perceived 

No parent we think, can peruse this lule effu- 
sion, Without responding to tts after 
and tendermess; the measure hoy c- 
ly be said to consist of pure laimbics, although evi 
dently intended im that form, of seven feet divided 
into two lines; for many of them being inperfect) 
in measure, the movement of Course looses much of | 
its smoothness and harmony. There are also, a! 
few lines so clearly prosaic, that we cannot but re- 
yret their appearance—such as 


j 


between which, and th 


; , 
ig Siplicity 


VOVer, Can 
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Oh the child in its hours of health and bloom,” 
“ We laid thee down in Uiy sinless rest,” 
** And the crue] wrongs of a bitter world,” & 


the performance is entitled .o high praise for its un 
adomed dress, and delicacy of sentiment. 


Che Meath of the First Born. 
BY 

‘*F are thee well, thou first and fairest! 

Fare thee well, thou best and dearest 


by) 


ALARIC A. WATTS. 


” 


My sweet one, my sweet one, 
The tears were in my eyes 

When first I clasp’d thee to my heart, 
And heard thy feeble cries ;— 

For | thought of all that I had borne, 
As I bent me down to kiss 

Thy cherry lips and sunny brow, 
My first born bud of bliss ! 


i turn’d to many a wither’d hope, 
To years of grief and pain,— 

And the cruel wrongs of a bitter world 
Flash’d o’er my boding brain ;— 

1 thought of friends, grown worse than cold, 
O1 persecuting foes,— 

And I ask’d of Heav'n, if ills like these 
Must mar thy youth's repose ! 


{ gaz’d upon thy quiet face— 
Half blinded by my tears— 


With the exception of these little imperfections, | 


RLAND. 





bili gi ol ty Uuleil belore, 

('ame bright ning on my fears, 
Sweet pays of hope that fairer shone 

Mid the clouds of gloom that bound then 
As stars dart down their loveliest light 


When midnight skies are round them 


|My sweet one, my sweet one, 


Thy life’s brief hour is o'er, 

{nd a father’s anxious fears for thee, 
(an levei 

And for the hope s—the su i-bright hope ; 
‘That blossom’d at thy birth, 

[hey too have fled, to prove how frail 
Are cherih’d things of earth! 


me no more; 


"Tis true that thou wert young, my ciild, 
But though briet thy span below, 
lo me it was a litle age 
Oi agony and wo; 
For, from the first faint dawn of life, 
Thy cheek began to lade, 
And my heart had searce thy welcome breath’ 
Lire my hopes were wrapp'd in shade. 


Oh the child, in its hours of health and bloom 
"That ts dear as thou wert then, 

Grows fur more priz’d~-more fondly lov'd ; 
ln sickness and in pain; 

And thus “twas thine to prove, dear babe, 
When ev'ry hope was lost, 

Ten time 
hora 


ul 


smore precious to my s 

ll that thou hadst cost! 

Cradied in thy fair mother’s arms, 
We watch’d thee, day by day, 

‘ale like the second bow of Heav’n, 
As gently waste away ; 

And, sick with dark forebodimg fears, 
We dar'd not breathe aloud, 

Sat, hand in hand, in speechless grief, 
To wait death’s coming cloud. 


It came at length: o’er thy bright blue es. 
‘The film was gath’ring fast, 
And an awtul shade pass‘d o’er thy 
‘The deepest and the last 
In thicker gushes strove thy breath. 
We rais‘d thy d 


wa ( 


. 
. 


1 
‘ 


ooping ha ad, 


\ moment mor the final pang— 
| And thou wert of the dead! 


Thy gentle mother turn’d away 
To hide her face from me, 

(nd murmur’d low of heav’n’s behes 
And bliss attain’d by thee; 

She would have chid me that I mourn’d 
A doom so blest as thine, 

Had not her own deep grief burst forth 
In tears as wild as mine! 


re 
kes 


We laid thee down in thy sinless rest, 
And from thine infant brow 

Culld one soft lock of radiant hair ; 
Our only solace now; 

Then plae’d around thy beauteous corse 
Flow’rs—not more tair and sweet: 

‘Twin rose-buds in thy httle hands, 
And jess’mine at thy feet. 





Though other offspring still be ours. 


Vol. 1. 


Asia perchance us Uo 
With all the beauty of thy cheek, 
And sunshine of thy brow, 
Phey never can replace the bud 
(ur early fondness nurs d, 
hey may be love iy and belev'd, 
But uot—like thee-—the first! 


ty 


The First! How many a mem’ry bright 


That one sweet word can bring, 
Of hopes that blossom/’d, dreop'd, and ci d, 
In life’s delightiul spring ; 
Of fervid feelings pass’d away 
‘Those early seeds of bliss, 
hat germinate in hearts unsear'd 
By such a world as this! 


My sweet one, my sweet one, 
Viy fairest and my first ! 

When I think of what thou might’st have been, 
My heart is like to burst; 

but gleams of gladness through my gloom 
Their soothing radiance dart, 

And my sighs are hush’d, my tears are dried, 
When I think of what thou arr! 


Pure as the snow-flake, ere it falls 
And takes the stain of earth, 

With not a taint of mortal life 
except thy mortal birth, 

Crod bade thee early taste the spring 
For which so many thirst, 

And bliss, eternal bliss, is thine, 
My flairest and my first ! 


FROM THA ATHEN BAUM MAGAZINE. 


Sarco Bosaris. 
| The Epaminondas of modern Greece —He fell 
ina night attack upon the ‘Turkish Camp at Laspi, 
the site of the ancient Platwa, August 20, 1823, and 
expired in the moment of victory. His last words 
were—** To die for liberty is a pleasure and not 
pain,”’| ; 


At midnight, im his guarded tent 

The Turk was dreaming of the hou: 
When Greece, her kuee in suppliance bent; 

Should tremble at his pow’r ; 
in dreams, through camp and court, he | 
The Tre ‘sofa conqueror ; 

In dreams his song of triumph heard ; 
‘Then wore his monarch’s signet ring, 
‘Then press’d that monarch’s throne—a king : 
As wild his thoughts, and gay of wing, 

As Eden’s garden bird. 


yphie 


At midnight, in the forest shades, 
Bozzaris rang’d his Suliote band, 

True as the steel of their tried blades: 
Heroes in heart and hand. 

Chere had the Persian’s thousands stood. 

‘There had the glad earth drank their blood 
On old Platza’s day ; 

And now there breath'd that haunted air 

lhe sons of sires that conquer’d there, 

With arm to strike, and soul to dare, 
As quick, as far as they. 


An hour pass’d on, the Turk awoke ; 
That night-dream was his last ; 
ite wokce—to hear the sentries shriek, 


THE GARLAND. 


a | 
\* Toarms! 


lle woke 


they come! the Greek ! the Greek *’ 

to die, miktet Dame, and smoke, 

And shouts, and gronae, and sabre stroke, 

And death shots lallaug thic k anc | ist 

A> lightnings trom the mountain cloud ; 

Aud heard, with volee ast Ul pet loud, 
Bozzarse cheer his band 


* Strike—till the last arm’d ive expires, 


Strike—tor your allars and your fires, 

sirie lor (he green Braves of your sire 
God—and your bative land!” 

lhey fought—like brave men long and well, 


Lhe ypuad that ground with Moslem slain, 
Phey conquer d—but Bozzaris fell, 
Bleeding at every vem, 
Hlis few surviving Comrades saw 
His smile, when rang their proud hurrah, 
And the red field was won ; 
Then saw in death his eyelids clos 
Calmly,as to anight’s repose, 
Like flow’rsat set of sun. 
Come to the bridal chamber, Death! 
Come to the mother’s when she feel: 
For the first time her first-borna’s breath ; 
Come when the blessed seals 
Which close the pestilence are broke, 
And crowded cities wait the stroke ; 
Come in consumption’s ghastly form, 
‘The earthquake shock, the ocean storm :- 
Come when the heart beats high and warm, 
Whith banquet-song, and dance, and wing 
And thou art terrible: the tear, 
Ihe groan, the knell, the pall, the bic: 
And all we know, ordream, or feai 
Of agony, are thine. 


But to the here, when his sword 
Hlas wonthe battles for the tree, 
Phy voice sounds like a prophet’s word, 
And in its hollow tones are heard 
ihe thanks of millions yet to be. 
if ‘ome when his task of Fame is wrought 
4 ome, with her laurel-leal, bload-boug! i 
Co hour and theu 
Thy sunken eyes’ unearthly light 
lol the sight 
and stars to prison’d me 


Prasp ti 


me m her « roWhlnge 


io hntmiis welcome i 
| JL Sky 
Thy as the hand 

Of brother ina foreign land; 

Thy sur welcome asthe cry 
Which told the Judian isles were utgh 

‘To the 
When the land wind, from woods of palin, 
{nd orange groves and fields of bain 
Blew o’er the Haytian seas. 
vith the storied brave 
Greece nurturd in her glory’s time, 

-( thee—there ts no prouder grave, 
Ev’n inher own prou 1 clime. 
wore uo fun’ral weeds for thee, 

Nor bade the dark hearse wave its plume, 
Like torn branch from death’s leafless tree 
In sorrow’s pomp, aud pageantry, 

The heartless luxuries of the tomb ; 

But she remembers thee as one 

Long lov’d, and for a season gone 

For thee her poet’s lyre is wreath’d 

Her marble wrought. her music breath’d ; 
For thee she rings the birth day bells ; 


we le Olle 
Wns 


» world-seeking Genoose, 


bozzaris ! 
Re 


She 
































tai tt 


aa it ‘ hi bie re; 
bor Une her ev aing prayer be aul 
At palace couch, aml cottage bed 
tle: ldier, closmng wilh the loe, 


ay) 
His p 
For him, the 
Phinks of ay late, and « hecks her tea: 
And she, the mother of thy boys 
‘Though in her eye and faded check 
Is read the grief she will not speak, 
Jie mem ry of her burned j , 
And even she who gave thee birth, 
Will, by their pilgrim circled hearth, 
‘Talk of thy doom without a sigh; 
For thou art Freedom's now, and Fuame’s 
One of the lew, th’ immortal name 
‘That were 


es for thy sake a deadher blow; 
ahve fears 


vy of her youny years, 


rrhte | maice n when 


not born to die. 


We remarked in our first number, the per ulial 
woitin wid delicacy, Which often characterise the 
expression ofa sensitive min 1, and poetic spirit 
aided by ahappy choiwe of the double stanza in 
lambic measure; and although as a scale ofimetri 
cale Omposition, it involves lew diffleuluies, com 
pared with the Dactylic and Spondaic, yet, much 
of a writer’s success in this pleasing style, depends 
‘ a judicious taste mi SOUND aNd MELODY, ave 

is much as possible, that easy but too Common 
yesort to obtain the ¢ advantages ALLITERATION 

Tothe writer of the tollowing, the American 
public are indebted, tor many occasional speci- 
uens, partakia 4 of the finest qualiti ol verse, 
vhich have been honored with applause by no 

Ans surpassing their deserts We are not sure 
of having selected this, froma copy the author 


} 
would have approved, but subjom it merely with 


rown revision, as regards its punctuation, ar- 
uuement, &c. taking care, (as will be seen,) to ob- 

ve that correct designation of a poeti syllable 
he Apostrophe, inalleases. The ear of taste will 


\ot fail to recognise in this little article, a strict ad 

herence to evenness of versification, and exactness 

of rhyme, without which, although there may exist 

much of the nnpetuosits offaney and five, there can 

be but iitthe meLopy. It is in short in all 
‘ } 
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AX Coutrasted jueture. 


BY J.R.SUTERMEISTER. 


un 


sun ! the 
he earth it 


or); 


mw Ty 


Llow 


wn 


Yorn morn 
oO ©} lust 
fii ince it throws upon 
bright, the glowing heav’nabove. 
he birds seek now each verdant spray, 
Now glide on light and joyous wing, 
I'o pour on air their roundelay 


‘To wake on high their carolling. 


y 
‘ 
1 


Move . 


‘ 


nh its 1 


rey 
iil 


he soul of haleyon repose, 
Sleeps on the soft and silver au 
lhe zephyr’s breath is on the rose, 
And on the woodbine’s blossoms fair. 
lhe dew reflects the orient sun, 
Whose magic tints to it are giv’n; 
Oh! man’s fond eye ne'er look’d upon 
\ fairer earth or brighter heav’n! 


n 
« 


he morning sun! the morning sun ! 


Joy wakes to view its glories spread, 
When night hath chas’d the cloud of dun, 
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W hen nature w 
W hike 
Joy 
| iit 


ukes [rom MUL LepoEe, * 


tine Ww 
sporls young May in earth's 





Freeh 






wakes to breathe the fragrant rose, 


woodbine’s rich and matchk 





ss low rs ; 






l‘o dash with footfall light, away 
from the green sward the dews of heav’n : 
Io list the wild birds’ varied lay, 
Whuileon the breeze their plumes 
How blest is joy’ 






ait’ ft 





o erfllowing heart, 

‘To hask beneath the golden dewn 
Toy the sun its light umpart 

I'o the bright flow'rs and dewy lawn! 





ie vy 












Dine dying sum! the dying eun! 





How sink its languid rays lorest, 

Litthrows hi 

The pale and melancholy west! 

Che rose which 1 loom’ d in arly May 
Droops now on its deserted stem : 

, its and blighted spray 

Pours the night wind its requiem ! 


When iwilg shroud upen 


()'e; seur leaves 


The birds which sung in summer’s light, 
And dane'd on light and purple win 
Wake not the 


tuneless ea) ol night 

Hush ’dis their blilhsome earolling! 

Their rest is where their song hath been 
They sleep upon each faded flow’ 

Ah ! earth can show no sadder scene, 
‘Than meets the eye al twilight’s hou 


i 
Phe dying sun! the dying sun! 
Oh ! sorrow loves its fading light 
It breathes @ kindred glow upon: 
The breast Wrapt in the gloom of night ! 
Pale sorrow loves the wither'd spray, 
‘The tlow’r o’er which the blight hath pass’« ; 
These speak of rapture pass’d away, 
Oi cherish’d hours too bright to last! 


What though the wild bird’s lov’d retreat 





| 
| 
| 
| 
} 





oh 
lds w 


Whose gloomy fo av’d overhead. 


!'Th 


Gives back no more their warblings deat 
The strain of gladness ts not meet 

For sorrow’s lone and tuneless ear! 
Better to list the breeze of nicht 

O’er each sear leafand dy ing flow’r ; 


{ 


sti SoOrroy ( whit 


: , can know no 
More welcome than pale twilight’s hou: 


ve 


FROM THE COLUMBIAN STAR. 
‘1 lingered among the graves, and sought on eve 


ry marble for thy name—but it was not there.’ 


While we are counting day and night, 
And tasting joy and sorrow, 
No time, for thee, shall wing its flight, 
lor thee, arise no morrow. 
Thy bark hath pass'd that mighty * bourns 
Whence not a trav’ler shall return,”’ 
And pray’r no more ascends for thee, 
But hails thee in Eternity. 
Thy morn of life was bright and gay, 
But scarcely rose to manhood’s prime, 
Before the ravage of decay, 
Remov’d thee from this changeful clime. 
Thy being pass’d away like dew, 
Exhal’d by morning’s earliest ray,— 
And hopes of friends and parents too, 
With these were rudely torn away. 
eares and pl 


sett 
woki 


res in thy breast, 


No friend can hallow i mis 
for thou hast gone t 
Braving the ills of 


What heart was ever free from car 


own, 
» silent rest, 


lite alone 


What heart where pleasures hath not been 
And thin 
But they have pass’ away unseen. 
Oh! could a tender mother s care, 
Soften’d the pillow for thy head, | 
And watch'd with many an anxious pray r, 
And sooth’d with hope thy dying bed. } 
Hut other tate was thine -——And now 
A stranger seek thy lowly mould, 
Where tears ol ympathy might flow, 
And, le! it is not to be found, 
L seek, but cannot find, thy humble grave, 
Which never with a parent's tears was wet,! 
And still, unknown, its grassy spires must wave, | 
Unwaterd by the tear-drop ot regret 
But thou ar. not forgotten : 
Within a mothers breast that cannot dic 
Years may glide on, and every season prove, 
Ky, 


had, doubtless, borne iis share, 


there i lowe 


Chat love can reach its object tu the 
Adieu! thou sileat dweller m the dust; 
Green be the sod upon thy humble bed, 

And im the resurrection of the just, 
In holy hope may st thou hitup thy head, 
JESSEY. 
SMicin, June, Lb25. 
rHE MUSEUM OF FOREIGN 
TURE AND SCIENCE. 


Puman Tif. 


lilow change our days! not of(ner doth its hue 
The lank cameleon change, than we our joy 
‘he hope that feeds upon our hearts ce 

[.ittle is done while much remams to do; 

We fix our eyes on phantoms, and pursue ; 
We chase the airy bubbles of the brain; 

We leave for Fancy’s lure the fix’d and true; 
Destroy what time hath spar’d, and builda- 

vain: | ie Ww. 
Years o’er us pass, and Age, that 


Comes but to tell them the y have 
j 


FROM LithRA- 


treys: 


comes to 
liv’d in 
vain ! | Thought errs ;| 
Sin blights; Death scatters; Llope misleads ;! 
Joy’s icicles melt down before th 
And, ere the ebbing sands of life be run, 
Another generation Karth preters! 


— 


| 
' 
in; 


The two following articles are selected from an 
extensive collection of American Poetry, which the 
Editor has busied himself in preserving for several 
years past. ‘The Author calls them in the N. Y.| 
Commercial Advertiser for June, 1619, “ A few 
wild notes of a long neglected lyre.’ We think 
every admirer of legitimate song and true sentiment, 
will regret with us, that a lyre capable of exercise 

o harmonious, should be for any length of time 
neglected : and, unless widely mistaken, are con- 
vinced we have at later periods, cast aur eye over 





many fine effusions from the samme pen 
: 

= od ; 

Bede nig. 

Soft sinks the Summer’s ev'ning hues 


O’er stream and forest fair, 
And gently fall the cooling dews 
Upon the dark'ning arr. 


Mhere’s scarce a ripple in the tide. 
A breath amid the woods. 
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sweet the breeze has dic 
Aid thear solitudes. 


lo Pui ates 


Beside the water's silent wave 
The gay 

Their boughs the weeping willows lay: 
In undisturb'd re pose. 


A; Hcl” rlowa, 


While darker in the distance spread 
‘Lhe deeper torests rive, 

Waving their high majestic head 
lo ev’ning s symphonies, 


‘The sengsters chaunt their tailing strain 
As loth to leave the seene, 

So mildly yield to rest again 
Ihe trees and banks of green. 


‘Tides, forest, earth, and air, and shore, 
bhe shades of night obey, 

As falling gloomber than before 

textends her silent sway. 


But soft a passing breeze there wreaths 
lis sad notes on the sky ; 
Tis nature’s requiem deep that breathe 
THE LOWLANDS VESPER S16, 
OMICRON 


Swoamer {MDnight. 


Lhe breeze of night has sunk to rest, 
pon the tranquil breast ; 

And ev'ry bird has sought her nest, 
Where silent is her minstrelsy ; 
‘The queen of heav’n ts sailing high, 

\ pale bark on the azure sky, 
Where nota breath ts heard to sich 
So deep the soft tranquillity. 


{ 


river 


Forgotten now the heat of day 

‘That on the burning waters lay, 

The noon of night her mantle gray 
Spreads, from the sun’s high blazonry 

But glittUrmg in that gentle night 

There gleams a line of silv’ry light. 

As tremulous on the 


li h 


shores of white 


sweet and | layfully. 


Aj peace the di 


Not a 


ant shallop rides ; 


st 
when dashing o’er her sides 


The roaring bay’s unraly tides 


Were beating round her gloriously ; 
But every sail is furl’d and still, 
Silent the seaman’s whistle shrill, 
While dreamy slumbers seem to thrill. 
With parted hours of eestasy. 


Stars of the many spangled heav’n ! 

Fainitly thisnight your beams are giv’n, 

Tho’ proudly where your hosts are driv’n 
Ye rear your dazzling galaxy , 

Since far and wide a softer hue 

Is spread across the the plains of blue. 

Where in bright chorus ever true 
Forever swells your harmony. 


© for some sadly dying note 

Upon this silent hour to float, 

Where from the bustling world remot: 
The lyre might wake it8 melody ; 


pret a ec cnsiy 


saree = ” ee ie 
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(die beeiie ete it il neweil ort rit deseri inat we can ho 
From mine alu t.ileserted sheil, rhinet i ‘ oOldity Of Lhought, or bnilbancy of co 
fn mourntul a yet to tell Serv iit #8 They Go, as 4 mere medium | 
| 
ex tion Of NURSERY s®usiuility, and lie preco 
hat stumbers not its minstretsy — = dane oo - ww 
’ cily Of juveuie enthuciasin Deacdes—Ure field 


may be considered as previously monopolized by 


n wl # »t ’ ' 
: MERE 10 45 BOUR WF swe reper the prolifie muse of that great Ballad-master Thom 


hat yet upon my heart shall close, las Moone: to contend with whom, would be tu 

When all that nature dreads or knows yuurtthe unenviable distmetion, of disputing the 
mill Durst upon me woud rously : bbidinous prize of sensuality, with him who ha 

()may | then awake forever fairly won it at the tournament 

ily harp to rapture’s high endeavor, | We can hardly think it however a departure tron 
Arul as fi ape th’s vain scene | seve our principle, to give an article like the follow is 
i lost in Immortality. which we consider almost a Moped Gf an eas) , tov 

‘ i tvie of composition a quality for which much 


OMICRON 


of the ancient Italian, Spanish, and Portuguese po 
etry has for ages been distinguished 
thOM THE SATURDAY MAGAZINE The harmony of movement in this little piece 
articularly where the additional syllable in the al 
Stawsas. aeaaie lines occurs, together with the regular an 
iNForceD succession of the penultus ate accent im 
“4 those case cannot fail we think to please the taste- 
they shall he down alike in the dust O85 ful Phe sentiment throughout too, is delicate, 


bY WM. i. VAPPAN. 


’ ’ and it nora igalli at least unobiectio: 
. hapless! who, repining grieve, un moral, fungallant, at lea objections 


At poverty andill; 
Who doubtful, question Heav’n’s decree, 


FROM THE SPANISH. 
And murmur at his will : 


Pivelity. 
Ciuink ye that affluence is the source Que eve of beauty when the sun 


Whence blessings unmix'd flow : 


' Was on the stream of Guadalquive: 
1)! , {oo Sih s 
Vhink ye that ‘F ld ean {1 ty lo gold converting, one by one, 
. Dose _ - 7 _ ~ 
Ur splendor, Peace bestow : ' line ripples of the mighty river ; 


Beside me on the bank was seated 
A Seville girl with auburne hair, 

And eyes that might the world have cheat 
A wild, bright, wicked, diamond pan 


Mistaking rae ilas how flew, 
This panacea boast ; 

Yelabor, but for bliss untrue, 
he care and toil are lost. 


She stoop'd and wrote upon the sand, 
Just as the loving sun was going, 
With such a soft, small shining hand, 
I could have sworn twas silver flowing 
Her words were three, just and no more 
What could Diana’s motto be? 


‘he ex r rol T al le an 
lhe costly robe, of Tyrian die, Che syren wrote upon the shore 
Ott hides sume bosom care ; Pv Ly ith not inconstaney !” 
ahi aVl bas Jaarhe . 


Go learneontent! for riches yel 
Hiave never fed the mind; 

(io learn content-—the cofler’d wretch 
Viay ne'er enjoyment find. 


And virgin smiles and sparkling wit, 


Conceal the latent tear, And then her two large languid cycs 


So turn’d on mine, that devil take me, 
| set the air on fire with sighs, 
And was the fool she chose to make me 
Saint Francis would have been deceiv’d 
With such an eye and such a hand ; 
| But one week more, and I believ’d 
As much the woman as the the sand. 


\rt thou obscure? the writhing cares 
Of venius are not thine ; 


tipknown rejoice ! for thou art tre 


No slave at folly’s shrine. 


hine are the beauties of the globe, 
‘The charms that sense allure ; 
For thee yon azure glories burn, 
Say, mortal! art thou poor ? 


VROM THE LIVERPOOL ADVERTISER. 

| The following affecting lines, for which we are 

a 7 oats indebted to a correspondent, originally appeared 
1¢ hopes that shine : or »s path, , Ko - . 

i " : hopes that shine along lite s path in the Gospel Advocate, an American Magazine. | 
l‘o cheer thee, too, are giv’n; 


(he star that points the wand’rer’s way, Avyress to the Eucning Star. 
Shall lead thee to thy heav’n. BY RICHARD NESBIT, A LUNATIC, IN THE 

PENNSYLVANIA HOSPITAL. 

And while, lamented by the great, 
The rich repose in clay; 

hou too, wilt seek thy final bed, 
And slumber sweet as they. 





O Venus, lovely ev’ning star! 

Diffusing precious light afar, 

How much superior is thy fame 

To her’s from whom thou tak’st thy name. 
She leadeth hapless man astray, 
Thou lightest wand'rers on their way. 


It has formed no part of our original plan, to en-| 
unber our pages with the mass of amatory bub 
rles, in the shape of mere rhyme, without preten-| 
ions to the qualities of poetry, with which the pa-| 

} 


The muntle of the dark was spread, 
ners of the day, in a country like ours, ever have,| The tempest warr’d around my head, 
and probably ever will abound. = Itis not in exes 4s wearied, penstye, andalone, 


Fae a meee 9 % - + a eed iii insite elena eoeccamae’ 


Volt, {. 

‘| hrough cvevietls Wikis l jourhe ya on, 
Imploring for some gentle ray, 
Tolight a wand'rer on his way. 


When soon with gladness and surprise 
] see thee in the western skies; 
Cheering the dismal gloom of night, 
With grateful, friendly, mod’rate hght, 
Complete as all the glare of day, 
To light a wand'rer on his way. 


©! thus should anxious cares iniest, 
Or jarring passions rend the breast, 
And dark’ning tempests struggling roll,— 
Blay reason open ob my soul, 
Aud with serene and sober ray, 
Conduct the wand’rer cn his way. 


let others toil for wealth or tame, 
Or call ambition but a name, 
Yet follow what delusion yields, 
Uumindful of yon starry fields, 
The idle fancies such display 
Mislead the wand’rer in his way. 


To them their pleasure I resign, 

‘The ev’ning star ef reason mine; 

With this no other ight we need, 

This best, man’s destin’d path shall lead, 
‘To that cold tomb of kindred clay, 
Where ends the wand’rer’s earthly way. 


To Richard Mesbit. 


@N SEEING HIS“ ADDRESS TO THE EVENING 
STAR.”’ 


‘‘ Jam the root and the offspring of David and 
the bright and morning star.’—Rev. 32d 
chap. l6th verse. 


Poor maniac! how I pity thee, 

That thou no other star could’st see; 

And think that none but this we need 

Men's devious lonely steps to lead ; 
But ah! not even reason’s ray 
Shall ever cheer thee on thy way. 


Jehold! in yonder eastern skies, 
A milder, lovelier star arise ! 
Diffusing light and joy afar ; 
It is * the bright and morning star.” 
This ushers ina glorious day, 
And lights the pilgrim on his way. 


* The ev’ning star of reason,” thine, 

+ The brightand morning star” be mine ; 

Reason may * lead to that cold clay, 

Where ends the wand'rer’s earthly way,” 
But o’er the grave this star shallrise, 
And point the pilgrim to the skies. 


O! lovely, “ bright and morning star,” 
Spread thou thy precious beams afar, 
And make the light of truth divine 
in ev’ry human bosom shine : 

Conduct the pilgrim on his way, 

To realms ofan eternal day 


se thou my guide, where’er I roam, 
And lead me to my heav’nly home ; 
®! light me to that blissful shere, 
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* 
J 
W here friends shall meet to part no more; 
Cather all nations from aiar, 
And be to them “a ruling star,” 


We remarked incidentally in our first number, 
page 16,) the peculiar beauties of the Lambic form 
Of verse, as CON pared with the sweetess and mwel- 
ody of the Anapwesti It is indeed somewhat sur- 
prising, to find this enchanting measure so seldom 
used, and when at all npertecthy The 
amiable Shenstone was particularly attached tw 
this | leasing style, as his pastorals of which there 
have been n any abortive imitations 
ain to testify 


ba A) 


will long re- 
In its MOst commen form—THArE 
feet of TuRe® syllables each, with the natural ac- 
cent uniforinly on the last, it may be considered a 
beautitul medium for the expression of poetie 
thought. The truly good Mackenzie attempted it, 
im that excellent work the “Man of Feeling,” 
though we are able to find but a single stanza, ca- 
pabie of being scannep, in the whole piece 

* When I stood | by the stream | I have thought, 

* There was mirth | in the gurg | ling soft sound; 
‘* But ah now | tis a sor | rowful note, 

* Aud the banks | are all gloom | y around.” 
But of this flowing and sonorous measure, that to 
which we should give a decided preference, is, its 
use in lines of rour feet, with an additional syila 
ble alternately : yet from the difficulty of selecting 
and affixing its proper modulations or cadences, it 
is sull less in use than the preceding. There is both 
correctness and beauty in the following litle exam 
ple, which may well entitle it to the distinction of a 
MODEL. 

“The green turf | which entombs | them the I- | 
vy shall nour | ish, 

* Round their tear- | bedew'd pil | low the lau- | 

rel shall wave ; 
* While each em | blem of hon | or above | therm 
shall four | ish, 

*And remind | ev’ry pas | senger here | sleep 

the brave.” 

A little attempt at this interesting style, in a few 
Stanzas, entitled «The Grave of the Year,” was 
published in New-York some years since. and fol 
lowed on a similar scale, by a Gentleman of Maine, 
whose production which we here subjoin, will con- 
vey to every lover of the melancholy, and the sen- 
timental in Poetry, a gratifying specimen of a refin- 
ed. a thinking, and well cultivated mind 

We have several other delicate effusions from 
the saine pen, which we propose presenting to ou 
readers hereafter. 


FROM THE HOWARD GAZETTE, 


Response 
TO THE “GRAVE OF THE YEAR.” 


Ah! what is that sound on the ear sadly peal- 
ing, 

As sullen the night-wind is murmuring by? 
What wakens to sorrow the bosom of rn 
And calls the big tear-drop from pity’s so 

eye? 


‘Tis the death-bell of pleasure, ite votaries 
warning 

Of life’s narrow circuit and nature's decay , 

But they, unconcern’d, the dull monitor scorn- 

ing, | day. 

Rest thoughtless of danger, on Time's natal 


“ Why weep’st thou, lorn pilgrim, in solitude 
sitting, [is seen ? 
Where shaded with cypress the ehurch-yard 

A 








a ene 


no Dar i “Ae 8 ey A i A carga Nl ea. 
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Come, quell all thy sorrows, each trouble for- 
yetlinz, | rene.’ 


And taste thee ol pleasure, the day 18 S@- 


“ See you brilliant circle, to mirth they're in- 
viting, | play ; 


Where beauty’s gay glances enrapturing | 


And love, with the warm glow of trieudship 
uniting, | day.” 


Sheds a world of delight upon Time’s nata/ 


Oh! I warn thee, fond youth, hang thy harp on 
the willow, | ran ; 
Contemplate awhile ere to madness thou 
[ have sought the air bubble on life’s fouming 
billow, 
And cull’d the spring blossoms of hope’ 
mornibg sun, 


{ have travers’d the haunts where the bac- 
chanal reeling, [less way ; 

Saw scatter’d with flowers his dark cheer- 
Bnt a counter-charm sudden the mock vision 
stealing, | lay. 


O ershadow’'d the morrow ot Time's natal 


I have paus’d in the temple where science sat 
hooded, [ i at, 
Superstition and ign’rance lay pall’d at her 
Expior’d the drear mansion where misery 
brooded, flict meet, 

And trod the brown heather where joe-men 


[ have leisurely rambled the high court of fash- 
jon, { bright ray ; 

And bask’d in the splendor of fortune’s 
In the hey-day of youth have indulg’d ev’ry 
passion, | tal day. 

And hail’d with endearment, Old Time's na- 


But hush’d are the Sirens, that courted my 
childhood, 

Or to Harpies have chang’d the sweet visage 
they wore ; 

My fancied Elysium has turn’d to a wild-wood, 

Aad cast the rich bounties it formerly bore. 


Oh! think not of glee mid the wreck of cre- 
ation, [cay ; 
Look round on thy fellows all prone to de- 
Review the sal work of a year’s desolation, 
And cease thy mad pleasure on Time's natal 
day, 


Hast thou mark’d the rude track of the piti- 
less spoiler, [made? 

And seen the foul havoc his sickle hath 
And still caast thou smile on the ruthless be- 
ruiler, [prey’d? 
Unaw’d by the hand, on thy friends that has 


My youthiul companions, ah! when shall | 
greet them, 
Who, torn from my bosom, le mould’ring 
in clay’ 
¥et awhile—and again in full bloom I shall 
meet them, 
At the final assize on old Time's natal day. 
MATHON., 
Portland, (Me.) Jan. 1, 1824. 
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FROM THE ATLANTIC MAGAZINE. 


Che Tild Flowers, 


| Wild flow’rs, wild flow’rs, L love you well, 


bForot life and liberty y¢ tell: 

Of sunny fields and « loudless skies, 

And the forest shade where zephyr sighs ; 

Of the stream’s smooth brink and the mossy 
tree, 

Scenes where the sad heart pants to be. 


When from the earth's dark breast ye spring, 
llow sweetly the birds their carol sing ; 
And oh, what a world of hie and light 

In beauty bursts on your raptur’d sight. 

Che green clad earth and the glorious heav'n, 
Bright with the burning hues of ev’n, 


But turn away from your native glade, 

(las, how swiftly your beauties fade, 

Ye cannot live in a foreign sky, 

\nd away from your home ye droop and die. 

Pius of youth aad beauty the brightest hours 
Soon fade like you, wild flowr’s, wild tlow’rs 


To the Spirit ef Porsy. 


& 
O Holy Spirit, oft when eve, 
Hlath slowly o’er the western sky, 
Her gorgeous pall begun to weave, 
Ot gold and crimson’s richest dye ; 
I've thought the gentle gales thy breath, 
The murm’ring of the grove thy voice— 
And Heav’n above, and earth beneath, 
In thee seem’d to rejoice. 


Sweet visions then, that sleep by day, 
Thy magic wand hath made mine own, 
As brilliant as the clouds that play, 
Around the sun’s descending throne : 
And [ have striv’d in many a song, 
To pay my homage at thy shrine, 
A worthless off ring, for a throng 
Of joys by thee made known. 


Whatthough the idle wreath would fade, 

By weak though willing fingers twin’d ; 
Soon gather’d to oblivion’s shade, 

Not less the tusk would soothe my mind. 
Inspir’d by thee, I ceasd to pine, 

Nor thought on aught that cross'd my bliss 
And borne to other worlds of thine, 

Forgot the pangs of this. 


But this was all in earlier days, 

When beyhood’s hopes were wild and high 
And eagile-like, I fix’d my gaze, 

Where glory’s sun blaz’d thro’ the sky; 
But fate and circumstance forbade 

The noble, though presumptuous flight ; 
These hopes are blasted and decay’d 

By disappointment’s blight. 


My soul is daring, now as then, 
Though fate denies its strong desire— 
Still, still | hear the voice within, 
The stirring voice that cries * aspire !”’ 
It haunts me like the sounds that ring 
Indying guilt's distemper’d ear, 
When round his couch, dim hovering, 





His crimes. like ghosts, appear. 
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» lew o o » th rom heavy 
fhe iame that gilds their lile with light, ; ae os nak . + ms ; . eT Se 
lhe halo that surrounds their tomb; pon the wWilher d rose 8s bed, 


* 


And gaze, presumptuous fool!” he cries, 
~blest thou ne’er shalt be— 
»* But piue lorever, there to rise 


* Where springs neo flow'r for thee.” 


j * Unhonor’d 


Oh, Poesy ! thou too hast now 
Withdrawn thy wonted iiluence, 

When most | need thy tender riow 
To renovate my aching sense, 

No more thy dreams betore me pass 
In switt succe sion, bright and fair; 

And when | would unveil thy glass, 
Thou show’st me but Despair. 


Whenever now I seek thy bow’rs 
Where fancy led my steps to thee, 
Betore my eyes a desert low rs— 
The cold reality | see, 
My rloomy bosom 8 joyless cell, 
No ray of thine tliuaunes more, 
Which once could guide my spirits well 
O’er ev'ry ill to soar. 


By all the intense love of thee 
Which fires my soul and thrills my frame, 
iby tears thou giv st the words to be, 
When struggling feelings have no name,— 
Return, retura, by thee upborne, 
Aud by a yet unvanquish’d will, 
[he malice of my tate Pd scorn, 
lu woe triumphant still. 


ZARACH. 


The following interesting stanzas have appeared 
i inany of Our papers. The first attributl 
RK. He Wilde, Esq and the second te a lady 
of Balt They are enmently deserving of 
preservauon. 


is 
eo 
nore 


Stawias., 


My life ts like the summer rose, 
That opens 1a the morning's sky, 

But ere th 
Is scatter’d on the ground to die; 

yet o shumble bed, 

‘The sweetest dews of night are shed, 

\ she weptihe waste to see, 

Butnone shall weep a tear for me. 


hades of ev’ning close 
ithe rose 


ii 


\Iy life is like the autumn leaf, 
‘That trembles in the moon’s pale ray, 
Its hol. is frail, its date is brief, 
Restless, and soon to passaway! 
Yet ere that leaf shall fall and fade, 
‘The parent tree shall mourn its shade, 
The wind bewail the leafless tree, 
\nd none shall breathe a sigh for me. 


My life is like the prints, which feet 
Have left on Tempe’s desert strand ; 
Soon as the rising tide shall beat, 
All trace will vanish from the sand; 
Yet, as if grieving to eflace 
All vestige of the human race, 
On that lone shore loud mourns the sea, 
Hut none, alas! shall mourn for me. 


eA ty 





And tears of fond regret be giv ‘n, 

lo mourn the virtues of the dead; 
Yet morning suns the dews will dry, 
Aud tears will fade from sorrow s eye, 
Ailection’s pang be lull’d to sleep, 
Aud even love forget to weep, 


The tree may mourn its fallen leaf, 
And autauma winds bewail its bloom, 
(nd irrends may heave the sigh of grief 
O'er those who sleep within the tomb ; 
Yet soon will spring renew the flow'rs, 
‘nd time will bring more smiling hours: 
lu friendship’s heart all grief wall die, 
Aud even love iorget to sigh, 


I'he sea may on the desert shore 
Lauiment each trace it tears away, 

lie lonely heart its grief may pour 
O'er cherish’d friendship’s fast decay : 

Yet when all trace is lost and gone; 

Lhe waves dance bright and gaily on; 

Thus soon affection’s bonds are torn, 

And even love forgets to mourn. 





i to 


The Retrospect. 
| Ah, years, that pass’d in sorrow by, 

And hopes, that blossom'd to be blighted, 
\ud angel forms that charm d the eye, 

And angel songs, that once delighted ! 
‘—though fancy’s flight 
fo you, my soul, doth sometimes bear, 
| Departed tume’s eternal hight 

Re-echoes back the question, * WHERE?” 


| 
| 
| 


itt ere are Ye now 


'Oh ! how has time, relentless time, 

| Plunder’d our years and hopes away— 
Nor spar’d at morning’s golden prime, 

| Nor spar’d at high meridian day. 

i Ah, as in autumn’s dying hour, 

| Kach breeze a fun’ral dirge hath been ; 

'Fallen the youngest, sweetest flow’r, 

Wither’d the bough most fair and green 


| Vanish d is hope’s ouce sweet controul, 
| And pleasure, that like, morning dew, 
Came in its freshness on the soul, 
Has lost its early richness too— 
Nature, in simple beauty dress'd, 
Still dances round the restless year, 
Aud, gazimg on her yellow vest, 
I sometimes think my change is near. 


Not that my hair with age is gray, 
Not that my heart has yet grown cold, 
But, that remember d friendships say, 
Death loves not best th’ infirm and old ! 
\s many a bosom knows and feels, 
Left in the flow’r of life alone— 
And many an epitaph reveals 
On the white monumental stone. 


Well, let itstrike! he shall not find 

A weak reluctant spirit here— 
Why should | long to stay behind, 

Till age comes cold, and sad, and drear- 
Ling’ring. while others are at rest, 











Among the ruins time has made, 
Till chill au i dam} ) above my b reast, 
Life's latest ev’ning flings its shade. 


Se 


The following is another beautiful 
the which we give, as before ob- 
served, as much for the purpose ol exhibiting a fine 
model in this style of writing as it were IMPROMPTU 


] 
Soantah ballad ; 


as to do honor to the dehcate mind of the author, 
and the accormnpl shed pen ol the Transiator, to 
whom, as well as to Loup Staanovonpn, the lovers 


ol poetry are in a particular manner indebted, 


jiany choice flowers from a foreign PARTERRE 


Song of a Spanish Peasant. 


(TRASLATED BY BOWRING.) 
Bay, Juan, say of what he died ? 
So young, so pensive, and so fair !— 
Of unrequited love he died— 
What said he, shepherd ?—thou wert there 

When death stood threatumg at his side— 

~That of his pains the saddest pain 
Was—he could not that pain declare— 

He would not speak of that again. 

Poor youth! he had been scorn’d by pride— 
Of unrequited love he died! 


hui 


And when he felt the failing breath 
Grow weak—what said he of his doom : 
— That there are pains far worse than death, 
And he bad known them—thoughts of gloom! 
Shadow’d the portals of the tomb ;—~ 
Something he said—and none rephed— 
Of unrequited love he died! 


And when the last, last throb drew nigh, 
Before the flutt’ring spirit fled ? 

Soon, soon the pilgrim will be dead ; 
But there are thoughts which eaunot die, 
No more he felt, no more he said,-- 

He sleeps upon the valley’s side— 
Of unrequited love he died ! 


The Souls of tie Hust 


Souls of the just! whose truth and love, 
Like light aud warmth, once liy’d below, 

Where have ye ta’en your flight above, 
Leaving life’s vale in wintry woe: 

God hath withdrawn you near his throne, 
Centre and source of brightness a!l, 

As o’er yon hills the ev’ning sun 
Recalls his beams when shadows fall. 


But there are wistful eyes that find 
A loss in ev’ry parting ray : 
And there are extl’d souls behind 
That longwith you to fly away. 
Oh! happy hour, when ev'ry germ 
Of captive spirit shall be free, 
And shine with you, all bright and warm, 
Around one glorious Deity! 


BROM THE CHARLESTON COURIER. 


The Tater Prop. 


The water drop that falls from heav’n, 
Upon the mountain torrent’s breast, 
Adown a troubled w ay is driv’n; 
No peace for it, no hope of rest. 


Bhs: 
acento: = 
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en when it meets the dark biue sea, 

"Tis o’er the billows rudely borne ; 

No, sparkling thing! no calm for thee, 
From close of day Ul rosy morn. 


But peace! for yet the orb of day 
Will raise thee to that‘fretted sky ; 
And yet thou wilt, with lambent ray, 
Shine from some azure cloud on high. 


The soul is thus, from realms as bright, 
Dropt in the stream of human lie ; 
And though it. shows some stre ak ol light, 

Alas! ‘tis oft’ner dark 1n strife. 


Beguil’d by fancy, lur’d away, 
By passion s tempest wildly driv’n; 
But yet, like thee, with radiant ray, 
“Twill beam as bright when rais‘d to Heav’u 


ISLA. 


We presume not to know how other minds may 
be affected, but for ourselves, wold ahnost ask to 
be absolved from the charge of enthusiasm, 
declaring, that in all our acquaintance 
derm poetry, we have met with nothing like th 
following beautiful ancient MorcEat It is indeed 
in our view , as glowing spark, afervent aspiration of 
a truly poe tic soul, abounding in pathos, and ten 
derness at every pause , while the quaint sumplhic ! 
ty of its Spenserian manner, contributes so essen 
tially to its elegance, as no modern dress could hope 
tO iiilate o1 equal 

We remark particul aig, Ht this apostrophe to thi 
flower, the line , first Stanza ; 


when 
with mo 


“ And having prayed together,” Kc. 
and again--- 
“ As quicke a grothe to meete decay 
** As you or any thinge,” 


sibly beautiful, 


as inexpres and speaking volumes 
ofinstruction, The whole indeed, appears to us as 
bright a dew-drop as ever sparkled m the Muses’ 
bower! So fine a sentiment, and one so splendid- 


ly embodied, could only have 


emanated 


from an 
amiable heart, and a practiced pen 
To Ha KCadilles. 
WRITTEN BY ROBERT HERRICK, ABOUT Tn FP 


rIME OF SHAKSPEARE. 


Faire Dafladilles, we 


weepe, tos Cc 
You haste awaye 


sO sSOoOone 4 
As yet the earlie risinge sunne 
Has not attayned his noone, 
Staye, Staye, 
Until the rismge daye 
Has runne, 
But to the Even Songe, 
And having prayed together, we 
Will goe with you alonge. 


We have shorte time to staye, as you, 
We have as shorte a Springe ; 
As quicke a grothe to meete decaye, 
As you, or any thinge. 
We die, 
As your houres doe, and drye 
Awaye, 
Like tothe Summer’s raine ; 
Or as the pearles of Morninge’s dewe, 
Ne’er to be found againe, 


aan 


FROM THE CONNECTICUT COURANT. 


Ihe following lines on the Mummy found a few 
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Who wand'ring on these western plains, 
Still wishes for a distant land. 


vears since in one of the Kentucky caverns, were! 


writtes by a young gentleman formerly a resident 
of this city He is now im his grave; but had hk 
lived to cultivate his poetical talents, ts youthful 
yroduction isa bright promise of what imight have 
een enees ted from his maturer years. | 


HAumup of the Cavern. 


Oh stranger! whose repose profound, 
These latest ages dare to break, 

And call thee from beneath the ground, 
Ere nature did thy slumber shake, 


What wonders of the secret earth, 
Thy lip, too silent, might reveal, 

Of tribes round whose mysterious birth 
A thousand envious ages wheel, 


Thy race by savage war o’errun, 
Sunk down, their very name forgot ; 

But ere those fearful times begun, 
Perhaps in this sequester’d spot. 


4nd wilt thou not one moment raise 
Thy drowsy head, awhile to see 
Ihe later sports of earthly days, 
Hlow like what once enchanted thee : 


‘Thy name, thy life, thy date declare 
Perhaps a queen, whose feath’ry band 

4 thousand maids have sigh’d to wear, 
The brightest in thy beauteous land. 


Perhaps, a Helen, from whose eye 
Love kindled up the flame of war— 
Ah me! do thus thy graces lie, 
A faded phantom, and no more ! 


©! not like thee would | remain, 

But o’er the earth my ashes strew, 
And im some rising flow’r regain 

‘The freshness that my chiidhood knew. 


But has thy soul, O maid! solong 
Around this mourniul relic dwelt, 

Or burst away with pinions strong, 
And at the foot of mercy knelt 


Or has it in some distant clime, 
With curious eye unsated stray’d, 
And down the winding stream of time, 
On ev ry changeful current play’d: 


Or lock’d in everlasting sleep, 

Must we thy heart extimet deplore ; 
Thy fancy sunk m darkness weep, 

Aud weep for her who teels no more? 


Or exil’d to some humbler sphere, 
In yonder turtle dost thou dwell, 
And murm’ring in the stranger’s ear, 

Thy tender melancholy tell? 


Or go’st thou through the womb of night, 
Ihat round the gloomy centre lies, 

Or in the flow’ry fields of light, 
Alar from our profaner eyes ? 

Where’er thou be’st, these sad remains 
Shall from the muse a tear demand, 


Ilis fate like thine, perchance may rest 
Che wonder of some distant year, 

| When he whe woo'd thee to his breast, 

Is lost in time's immense career. 


We take an early opportunity of embracing is 
our collecuon, a five production fram the per 
of S. L.. Facrfield, Esq. The exercises of this gen 
Ueman have long been before the public, in his 
‘ Lays of Melpomene,” a swall collection publisi 
ed by him in Portland, a year or two since, as well 
as many occasional—or as we should say, rvai 
rive pieces of a later dav. All these, exhibit um 
our view, the qualities of a vigorous mind, assisted 
by adelicate and refined fancy, which have justly 


ecured they possessor a high rank amongst the 
youthiul bards of his country. 


FROM THE BOSTON SPECTATOR, 


The Burning Star. 


HY 8. L. FAIRFIELD 


Ker ling’ring sunlight leaves the western sky, 
And mellow tintings mingle with the gloom, 
|'I'he crescent gilds the soft blue arch on high, 
| With beams that seem in upper air to bloom, 
\nd dowa the cope of heav’n afar, 

| A world of beauty, bliss and love, 

Gleams brightly forth the Ev’ning Star, 
|The loveliest light of all the host above. 





Cold searching science may the spheres explore, 

}And you vast systems learnedly unfold, 

| But wrapp’d in beauty’s charms, | scorn the 

| lore, [hold ; 

And lightly all such with’ring knowledge 

| When fancy revels iu the skies, | balm, 
And rose-wreath’d bow’rs are breathing 
O who would know the mysteries 

, Ot heav’n—and all the glorious scene uncharm 


I.et man, lone habitant of this dark sphere, 
deem you bright orbs the starry halls of love, 
Where souls congenial meet that sorrow’d her« 
| And through elysian groves m rapture rove ! 
Reud not away the magic veil 
, Jdhat brightens beauties seen alar ; 
Bele not fancy’s fairy tale, 
‘That sees a paradise in ev’ry star! 
‘Thou Ev’ning Star! o’er yon blue mountain 
sinking, 
|'Thy radiaut beams along the white clouds burn, 
| And, as | gaze, my wand’ring soul is thinking 
Of past delight that never can return; 
‘Thou art a triend belov’d, and long 
I’ve told my sorrows all to thee, 
For |, a feeling son of song, ~ 
Have seen the sport of wayward destiny. 


| 
\ 


Oft on the hill-top, ’mid embow rmg woods 
[ sit when night relieves my heart trom care, 
And nothing sensual on my soul intrudes, 
As in the world’s rude strife and daylight’ 
glare, 
And watch thy light, sweet Ev’ning Star ; 
And think how cear a home thou art, 
|'To the sad spirit and the suff’ring heart. 











ot] 


have thu 
deem’d 
‘Thine orb the dwelling of the great and good, 
W here Iudia’s glory hath forever beam’d 
Since from the skies roll’d Gaages’ holy flood 

Aod ‘mid the Swerga’s hallow’d bow’rs 

Jwelt suras pure and glendoveers, 

Happy as heav’n’s own living flow’rs, 
Vachenging a3 the lapse of endless years. 


Well wild-soul’d bards of Yemen 


? 


There pure ones dwell, for ever blest—and 
there jaway, 
Chaunt songs, whose music sometimes steals 
Aud faintly floats along the moontight air, 
Like the low warblings of a seraph’s iay ; 
Around the holy shrine they throng 
jn sacred groups, while soft perfume 
Waves in the breath of glowing song, 
And soars to God like spirits from the tomb. 


Now in the budding spring time of the year 


Young hearts will blossom im the smiles of love, | 


And soul-lit eyes, gem of the starry sphere ! 
Delight in thee ;—4 
grove, 
Where fanning airs ‘mid green leaves play, 

Lovers entranc’d gaze on thy beams, 
And paint a paradise far away 


And Oh, how lovely are their visions! Light 
Descends trom heav'’n on love's 
dream, 

And on the heart falls all that meets the sight 
fo rainbow hues with ever-varying gleam. 

lt e’er on earth we can define 

‘The joys the prophets tell of heav’n, 

*Tis when young hearts m love divine 
iend like the blue and purple hues of ev’n. 


But love is madness in a world like this— 


it smiles to agonize—it charms to slay! [bliss 
Demons 


watch o’er earth’s holiest scenes of 
\nd laugh at sorrow nothing can allay. 
Fame, knowledge, wealth, and pride, and 


pow'r, 
And love, and joy, are all in vain; 
hey live and bloom one little hour. 


p.uien fu 


le like E-v'nhing’s Star, and sink to pain. 


Ou au Kon Weak. 
BROUGHT FROM THE TOMB OF VIRGIL. 


And was thy home, pale wither’d thing, 
Beneath the rich blue southern sky : 
Wert thou a nurstling of the spring, 
‘The winds and suas of glorious Italy. 


Those suns in*golden light e’en now, 
Look o’er the Poet's lowly grave; 
Those winds are breathing soft, but Thou 


Ausw'ring their whispers, there no more shalt! 


wave! 
The flow’rs o'er Posilippo's brow 
May cluster in their purple bloom, 
But on the mantling ivy-bough 
Vhy breezy place is void, by Virgil's tomb, 


hy plaec is veid!—Oh! sone on earth, 


ee 
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one wand’ ring through the | 


{streams, 
Of groves and flow’rs and birds and murm'ring 


first blissful 


This crowded earth, mxy so remain, 
| Save that which souls of lottiest birth | gai. 
| Leave, when they part, their brighter home te 
| Another leaf ere now hath sprung 

Ou the green stem which once was thins 
When shall another strain be sung [ shrine. 
Like His, whose dust hath made that spot e 


| 
| 


2 eA alii. 


ate) 


The Tive of Time. 


Through sunny plains and vallies green, 
Yon silver streamlet winds its way ; 
While on its banks fresh flow’rs are seen, 

| ‘That, smiling seem to woo its stay. 


‘It must not slay—the eurrent’s force, 
forbids it here to find repore ; 

| But onward still it takes its course, 

| And sadly murmurs as it goes. 


| 


' 


Upon its polish’d breast no more 

Sweetilow’rs their breathing perfumes shed, 
Its path is now the rocky shore, 
| Its final rest the Ocean’s bed. 
Thus down the stream of Time we glide, 

From youth and joy to age and pain ; 
We cannot cheek the ceaseless tide, 

Or bid hoype’s blossoms bud again. 
{ 
Yet let uscalmly meet our doom ; 

‘T'were better far that hearts should sever, 
When love and truth together bloom, 

Than linger till they fade iorever. 

| r ol 
' 
| We have frequently observed, and as often ap 
| proved, the effusions of Wilfrid’s pen, m the neat 
jand classic columms of the paper whence the fol 
| lowing is extracted ; but in its appearance there, 
| have to regret, as in too many other quarters, that 
| violation of a correct taste, a too careless disregard 
: ofthe Aposrrorut; by which so many of our best 
fugitive specimens of poetical cor position, are 
}rendered unequal, unmusical, and deficient in that 
uniformity, which is no less gratifying to the eye, 
than is harmony, to the ear. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
} 


| FROM THE PHILADELPHIA EVENING POS) 


“The Bore X Touched.” 


The Lyre I touch’d—when on my view 
Young Fancy first had birth, 

| When thought was innocent as new, 

| Nor knew a stain of earth ; 

(It }:our’d a wild and blithsome lay, 
Without one note of sorrow, 

For all the joys of yesterday 
Were mirror’d on the morrow, 


Y) 
aaa 


| The Lyre I touch*d—in Love’s green bow’1i, 
At virgin beauty’s shrine ; 


| 

'Its note was blissful as the hours 

When constant love-beams shine ; 

| For love and truth were plighted then 
With deep an-| fond emotion, 

And life was bright and joyous, when 
Youth paid the heart’s devotion. 


The Lyre I touch’d—when the rude storm 
Had laid the blossoms low, 


Whieh youth had twin’d round Besuty’s fourm 
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And deck’d her happy brew : 
[ts note in alter’d numbers tell-— 
It woke a pensive feeling, 
As when within the leafless dell 
Autumnal winds are stealing. 


The lyre I touch’d—when the sear wreath 
Was dash’d from Joy's bright crest, 
And sorrow took it from the heath 
‘To wither on my breast : 
It sang the joys in mem’ry’s store 
Which erst were freshly glowing, 
Sor deem’d I pleasure reign’d no more 
The while its notes were flowing. 


The lyre I touch*d—I’ll touch no more, 
Its chords shall ever sleep ; 

Por Fancy’s airy dream is o'er, 
She muses but to weep ; 

Aud Hope hath fled—an added mound 
The waving grass discloses, 

And weary footsteps linger round 
Where all my peace reposes 


WILFRID. 


PROM THE DUTCH OF BILDERKYE. 


The Roses. 


I saw them once blowing 
While morning was glowing, 
But now aretheir wither’d leaves strew'd o’er 
the ground, 
For the the tempest to prey on, 


The shame of the garden that triumphs around. 


Their buds which then flourish’d 
With dew drops were nourish’d, 


THE GARLAND. 


St 

1Or hast thou been in sorrow pnurst, 

Thy sire despair, which never spoke ! 

| \ud hast thou now thy prison burst, 
Teo save a heart which else had broke ! 


| 

|Itis not thus—I see—I feel 

| Thou art a gem of purest kind ; 
And rays ofheav’n thy birth reveal 

The essence of an humbled mind! 


‘One other year! And mem'’ry swept 
O’er records of a lite mispent, 
| Of time and talents lost | wept, 
And heard a voice, which said, * Repent 


i no‘er had thought to weep again, 
Resign d to God's mysterious wey; 

But holy thoughts came o'er the brain, 
And touch d the spring of early day ; 


Such days as when the young full heart 
In innocence and prayer o erflows ; 

I felt a tear unbidden start, 
And thus my voice spontaneous rose ;— 





\“ On thee,O God! my hopes are built, 
And when thy voice shall call me hence, 
May this pure drop outweigh my guilt,— 
It is the tear of penitence !” 
—_ 

We have not been favored with an opportunity 
lof visiting the “eternal hills,” « green ridges,” 
by lakes,” * ponds,” and “ drawing-rooms,” of the 
| Mountars House, on the romantic summit of “ Cats- 
| kill ;”’ and of course, the treasures of fancy and in- 
| spiration, to which we are told its “* Album” is ever 
open, have not met our delighted eye. The’ 

two following very pretty additions to its pages, by 


{high ;| some rarobling Improvisareur, we think merit pres- 


Which turn’d into pearls as they fell from on/ervation in an atmosphere of lesser altitude, even 


‘Their hues are all banish’d, 
Their fragrance all vanish’d, 
ire ev’ning a shadow has cast from the sky. 


I saw, too, whole races 
Of glories and graces 
Thus open and blossom, but quickly decay ; 
And smiling and gladness, 
In sorrow and sadness, 
Zre life reach’d its twilight fade dimly away. 


Joy’s light hearted dances, 
And melody’s glances, 
Are rays of a momcnt—are dying when born ; 
And pleasure’s best dow'r 
Is naught but a flow’r, 
A vanishing dew-drop—a gem of the morn. 


The bright eye is clouded, 
Its brillancy shrouded, | lone, 
@ur strengthdisappears, we are helpless and 
No reason avails us ; 
And intellect fails us; 
Life’s spirit is wasted, and darkness comes on. 


\ PROM THE NATIONAL JOURNAL. 


Ou a Tear. 


Thou sparkling drop, as crystal clear, 
From whence thy source, and why thy birth? 
Pall’st thou to hail the new born year : 
@’erflows the cup of joy on Earth: 


lif less magnificence. We are indebted to some tas 

ty traveller from the South, for their abstraction 
from that much-praised retreat, and wsertion in « 
llate Albany Argus. 


| Hines for au Album. 
| Whentwilight has faded, and ev’ning’s soft 
close 
Has sunk on the bosom of night ; 
When the moon walks abroad in her glory 
and throws 
Over nature a mantle oflight; 
When the shadow falls still 
From the brow of the hill 
And silently creeps o’er the plain ; 
When the vanquishing gleam, 
On the scarce ruffled stream, 
Still dies and still glistens again ; 
When the desolate finger of solitude seals 
The eyes of creation in sleep ; 
Oh ! this is the hour when a spirit that feels, 
Loves dearest to wake and to weep. 





Oh this is the hour wherein memory speaks 
Of those we are never to see; | breaks 
Oh come, if your heart with its heaviness 
Come mourner, and sorrow with me ; 
O’er life’s quick decay, 
O’er love’s fleeting day, 
O’er the joys that have fled from ws leny. 
And the eating regret “4 
We ean never forget, 






































































































































































% % 





82 THE GARLAND. Vol. 1 


Of the hope that shene en us when young. | 
Oh this is the hour wherein misery seeks 
To mourn over fate and decree; —[ breaks, 
Oh, come if your heart with its heaviness 
Come, mourner, and sorrow with me. 


Here, far above the noise and strife, 
The dust and tunvult of this life, 
Many 4 pilgrim foot shall roam, 
Many a worshipper shall come ; 
For mountain teps are hallow’d ground ; 
"Tis here the unseen God is four’: 
Hen they who come to laugh and play, 
Shall stop to think and learn to pray. 
The winds that round its summit sing, 
Have never breath’d on earthly thing : 
Hush ! speak no unhallow’d word, 
This is the Temple of the Lord! 
Butsee, around his awlal brow 
Clouds have hung their drap’ry now, 
Seas of mist without a shore 


But, while we yet adore, 
Sickness and sorrow Close our aching eyes. 


And what is fame ? 

Our worship'd idol through long years of care ; 
An empty name, 

For envy blots the page, however fair. 


But, though the sunny look 
Fades from life’s waters—and apart from day 
They seek some quiet nook, 
Wherethey may waste their wearied waves 
away ; 


Though time’s dark wing [bloom 
Sweeps but through clouds—and even in the 
Of joyous Spring 
We brood in sadness over winter’s gloom; 


Though joys decay, 
And health and feeling waste but to a sigh ;. 





Are all the wearied eyes explore : 


A little while, and on the sight 
The sun will pour his flood of light : 
Behold the curtain slowly rise, 
Disclosing to our dazzled eyes 
A worldall glowing at our feet, 
With hues as bright and skies as sweet 
As, when from chaos first awoke 
it into life and beauty broke. 
Who would not bear a stormy day 
To see the tempest break away! 
Who would not tothe Mountain go 
l'o see the glorious scene below, 
And with the Mountain Spirit hold 
Communion deep, but all untold ! 
For they who feel it most will own 
It dwells within the heart alone. 
A CAROLINIAN. 


FROM THE HAMPSHIRE GAZETTE. 


satin da. 
In this dark round 
There is no way to dissipate our woes; 
Here on this earth is found 
No sweet and certain moment of repose. 


Hope round us throws 
A spell bewild’ring—tis the eastern flow'r, 
_ Like to her glowing rose, 
That perfumes not, but only lights the bow'r 


And friendship’s worth, 

A star that still has set in deepest night ; 
Dear at its birth, 

But tears for falsehood dim its after light. 


Love !—the spring gale, 
That sweetly woos the young buds to unfold; 


Hopes fade away 
| Till the heart sickens and would wish to die; 


Yet, let the feeling mind 

With pity view the weak and erring throng ; 
Compassionate and kind 

Applaud the right, andeh! forgive the wrong ! 





Ballad. 
BY HENRY NEALE. 


{Old man, old man, thy locks are grey, 
And the winter wind blows cold; 
| Why wander abroad onthy weary way, 
And leave thy home’s warm fold ? 
* The winter winds blow cold, ‘tis true, 
| And Iam old to roam ; 
| But I may wander this wide world through, 
Ere I shall find my home.” 
i And where do thy children loiter so long 
Have they left thee, thus old and forlorn, 
To wander wild heaths and hills among, 
While they quaff from the lusty horn?” 
)*? My childven have long since sunk to rest, 
| ‘To that rest which I would weremy own ; 
}l have seen the green turf plac’d over each 
breast, 
Aud read each lonely name on the stone.” 
** Then haste to the frieuds of thy youth, old 
man, 
Who lov’d thee in the days of yore : 
They will warm thy old blood with the foam- 
ing can, 
| And sorrow shall chill no more.” 
\** To the friends of my youth, in far distant 
parts, 
Over moor, over mount, I have sped ; 
But the kind I found in their graves, and the 
hearts 





It will prevail, [eold.} Of the living were cold as the dead.” 
And then the sigh it warmly breath’d grows! * * * * * ° 


The old man’s cheek as he spake, grew pale ; 


And beauty’ssmile ! {heav’n;} On the grass green sod he sank, 
The golden beam that parts the clouds of| While the eastern sun o’er the western vale, 


A little while, 
The heart’s betray d--its witching light is riv‘n. 


We toil for useless ore— 
Perhaps we may obtain the golden prize 


* 


Sat mid’st clouds and vapors dank. 

On the morrow, that sun in the eastern skies 
Rose ruddy and warm and bright; 

But never again did that old man rise 
From the sod which ke press’d that night. 











